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ILLUSTRATIONS &

SYNOPSIS,

John Vatlant, & tieh  acclety favorils,
suddonly discovers that the Vallant cor-
poration, which his father foundsd and
which was the principal wsource of bile
wealth, had fulled, He voluntarlly turns
over hia private fortune ta the recciver
for 1he corporation  His antire retaind g
Ppoastasions conaist of an old motior oar, .
white bull dog and Damory court, & nes
ted eatnte In Viewttuin On the wiy o
mory court he nweta Shirley  Dand-
Mo, sn aubirn-halred beauty, apd de-
aMen thal he Is golng Lo ke Vieginis tm
e nely Ahirlev's mather, M. Dund
idgn, and Major Hristow exchings rem
Wnlncences during  whileh It Is revesled
Tt the mulor, Vallant's father, and n
an tmed Bassoon were tlvals for the
and of Mra. Thandrides Iu her  vouth
Bamwon and Valinnt fought a duel on her
aceount In which the former was killed
Yalinnt finds Ihonory court overgrown
wilh weeddn and crecpers and docides o
vehabilitute the place Valilnnt saves
Bhirhay from the hita of & mnake, which
Siten M. Knowing the desdlinoss of the
hite, Bhlrley sucks the polssn  from  he
wotind and suves Lie Nfe. Vallant learns
for the frat time it his father left Vir
Enin on acoouant of & duel Th whdeh D
tor Bouthnll and Malor Hristow acted s
N Iathor's keconds. Vallant and Shirley
ome  good  frienda Mrs  Dnmdridee
:lcnh when alie me=tn Vallant for the
st time. Valinnt dlreovers that ha hine
a fortune In old walnut trees. The yearly
Lournament, o survival of the jousting of
pial Lo, Is held wt Damory coure, At
o Inet moment Vallant taken the place
of one of the knights, who I siok, and
Aers the lints.  He wins ar-‘ choosns
wetey Dandpidige an gueen of beauly o
e dizmuny of Katherlne Fargo, a formear
awerthenrt, who Is visiting in Vieginia,
The tournament bell st Damory court
Brawn the wlite of the countryside. Bhir.

by Ix crowned Ly Vallant na quesn of
beauly. Vallant telia Shirjey of hin love
nid they lweaome  ongaged Kntherine

'arge. determining no' to glve up Vali-
wrl without & strogels, palnts out to Bhir-
ey how terribile [t wonld be for the wom-
an whe eatused the duel to mest Vallant,
who eks 8o much ke his father, 8Bhir.
*y. ancertnin, but foeling that her moth-
or was It love with the vietim of Vall-
ant’s piatol, Lrenks 1he angagemaent,

CHAPTER XXIX.—Continued.

The Inquiry whs drowned In a shriek
tom several children In unlson, They

scrambled to their feel, costing fear
ful glaneces over their shoulders, The
man who had been Iving behind the
bush had risen and was coming townrd
them at a elonching amble, one foot
dragieing slightly, His appearance, In
doed, was enough to cause panic. With
hin savage face, set now in a grin, and
kin tramplike coktume, he looked
Berce and anlmallike.  White and
black, the children fled like startied
rubbits, older ones dragging younger,
without a backward look—nall save
Rickey, who stood quite still, her wid
ening eves fixed on hlm In a kind of
blunched fascinated terror,

Ha came close to her, never toking
bie eyes from hers, then put his heavy
grimy hand under her chin and turned
ber twitching face upward, chuckling.

“Aln't afeard, d—n me!" he said
with admiration. “Wouldn't skedaddle
with th' fine folks' whitellversd young
uns! Know who | am, don't yo?"

“Urenf King." Rickey's lips rather
formed than spoke the name.

“Right. An' 1 kuow you, too. Got
o8 th' same look ez when ye wuzn't
Yo highor'n my knee. Ho yo alo't at
th' Dome no mo', eh? Purkle an' fine
duning an’ a eddlieation. Hoho! Goln’
Wr make ye another ladyess like the
sweat ducky-dovey that rescooed ye
from th' lovin' embrace o yer fond
stop-parient, eh?®"

Rickey's pmall arm went suddenly
sul and her fingers tore at his shirt
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“There He Goes!" He Sald With Bit |
ter Hatred.
tand "Don‘t you,” she burst In a
paroxyem of passlon; “don't you even
spoak her onme! 1F you do, Il kil

pou!”

8o flerce was her weap that he fell
back a step in shesr surprise.  Then
ko lnughed loudly Why, ye little
spittin’ wile-cat!”™ ha grinned

He leaned suddenly, grippzd her

wrist and covering ber mouth tightly
with his palm, drugged hor bebing o
elemp of dogwood bushes. A
stop was coming nlong the wood path
He hold her motionless wnd breathlens
in this eruel grip till the pedestrinn
bad passed. It was Major Bristow, his
srruce white hat on the back
hord, his unsullled waistcont dappled
with the leafshadows. He stepped
wal briskly toward Damory court
ewinging his stick, al! unconsclous of
“ae flarce scrutiny bent on him from
sehind the dogwoods

Greof King did not withdraw
band till the stops bad dled In the dis

hioavy

wmnee. When he did, he elenchied his
Bt and shook It In the nlr Thers
e goan!™ he sald with b hatred
. pobile friend that sent n

Wor six years ' break v heart

&' roslepdle!l Oy he's & top-not

of hin |

his |

lout?

he I8! Hut he's got Greel King lﬂl
reckon with yit!” Ile looked at her
balefully and shook her,

“Look-a-yere,” he sald In a hissing
voles, “Ye remomber me, I'm a bad
otie ter fool with, Yer maw foun’ that
out, 1 reckon. Now ye'll promise me
ye'll tall pobody who ye've seen. I'm
only a tramp; 4'ye hear? He shook
her roughly.

Rickey's fingers and tecth wera
clenched hard and she eald no word
He shogk her agaln viclously, the
blood pouring Into his senrred face
“Yo soivelln® brat, ye!™ he snaried.
“I'll show yer!” Ha began to drag
hor after him through the bushes. A
fow yards and they were on the bhrink
of the headlovg ugly chasm of Lovers'
Leap. She cast one desperats look
about her and shut her eyes, Catching
her about the walst he leaned over
and held her out In midalr, ns {f she
had been n kitten, “Ye nin't seen me,
hev yer? Promise, or over ye go. Ye
won't look s0 pretty when yao're
Iayin® down thers on them rocks!'

The child's face wan paper-white
and sghe had begun to tremble llke a
lenf, but her eyes remained closed.

“One—two—" he counted deliber
ately,

Her eyes opened. She turned oné
stfuddering glance below, then her
resoltition broke.  She clutched his
arm And broke into wild supplications.
“I promine, 1 promise!" she cried. “Oh,
dof't lot go! I promise!"”

He tot her on the solid ground and

reloaged her, logking at her with a
tneering lnugh. "Na!r we'll sea of yo
belong here or up ter Hell's-Half-
Acre,” he sald. "Fine folks keeps thelr
promises, I've heerd tell”
Rickey looked at him a moment
shaklng; then she burst into a passion
of sobs and with her face averted ran
from bim lke s deer through the
bushes,

CHAPTER XXX,
In the Rain.

Shirley stood looking out at the
raln. 1t was falllng In no steady
downpour which held forth promise
of ending, but with a gentle constancy
that gave the hills n look of sudden
discomfort and made disconsolate
miry pools by the roadside. The
clouds wers not too thick, however, to
let through a dismal gray brightness
that ahone on the follage and touched
with glistening lines of high-light the
draggled tufts of the soaked blue-
grass. Now and then, across the drip
ping fields, fraylng skeins of mist wan-
dered, to lle curdled In the fooded
hollows where, heres and there, cattle
stood lowing at intervals In a mourn-
ful key,

The Indoors had become impossible
to ber. BShe was sick of trying to
read, sick of the endless pacings and
purposeless  invention of needleas
tnsks. She wanted movement, the
cobwebby mist about her knees, the
wet raln in her face., She ran upstalrs
and camo down clad in a close scarlet
Jeriey, with leathor galters and n soft
hat.

Hmmaline saw her thus acecouterad
with  dieapproval. “Lawdy.merey,
ohile!” she urged; “you ain't goln'
IUs ralnin’ cats en dawgs!”

"I'm nelther sugar nor salt, Emma-
line,” responded Shirley liutlessly, |
dragging on her rain-coat, "and the
walk will do me good."

On the sopping lnwn she glanced
up at her mother's window. Sinee the
night of the ball her own panglng self-

consciousness had overlaid the flpe
and  sensitive  association  between
them. She had been full of horrible

on gwino make 'em cry en ery.” Bhe
had forgotten the ineldent of that day,
when ho had read her fortune, but
now tha guavering prophecy came
back 10 her with a shivering sense of
ronlity. "Fo' dah's flah en she aln'
afeah’'d, en dah's watah en she aln'
afenh'd. Et's de thing whut eat de
ha'nt outen de breas'—dat whut she
afenh'd of!™ If It were only fire and
water that threntened her!

Hhe struck her hands together with
an inarticulate ery. She remomberad
the laugh In Vallant's eyoes as they had
planted the roses, (he characteristie
gesture with which he tossed tha wav-
lng halr from his forehead—how she
band numed the ducks and the pea.
cock and chosen the spots for his
flowors; and she smiled for such mem-
orles, even In the stabbing knowledge
that these dear trivial things could
mean nothing to her In the future.
She tried to realize that he was gone
from her lfe, that he was the one

man on earth whom to marry would

"Doesn’t That Prove What | Say?" He
Sald, Bending Toward Her.

be to strike to the heart her love
and loyalty to her mother, and she
sald this over and over to herself in
varying phrases:

“You can't! No matter how much
you love him, you ean’t! His father
deliberately rulned your mother's life
~—your own mother! It's bad enough
to love him—you can’t help that. But
you can help marrying him. You
would hate yourself. You can never
kiss him ngain, or feel his arms around
you, You can't touch his hand. You
mustn’t even see him, Not If it breaks
your heart—as your mother's heart
wins broken!"”

SBhe had turned Into an unheaten
vay that ambled from the road
through a track of tall onks and plnes,
scearce mors than a bridle-path, wind

8 | ours!

but it's wrong, dear.

“Shirley.” he #ald, “1 know what you
intended to tell me by those flowers—
I went to St, Andrew's that night, In
the derk, after | read your letter.
Who told you?! Your—mother?"

“No, no!" she cried. "She would
never have told me!™

Hin face lighted. With an irresist-
fble movement he caught her to him.
“Shirley!” he cried, "It shan’t be!
It shan't, | tell you! You can't break
our lives in two like this! It's un-
thinkahle.”

“No, no!" she sald piteously, push-
ing him from her, “You don't under
stand. You are a man, and men—
can't”

“I do understand,” he insisted, “Oh,
my darling, my darling! It Isn’t right
for that spectral thing to come be
tween us! Why, It belonged (o a past
genaration! However sad the out-
come of that duel, It held no diehonor,
I know only too well the rufn It
brought my father! It's enough that
It wrecked three llves. 1t shan't rise
again, like Banqug's ghost to haunt
I know what you think—I
would love you the more, If 1 could
love you more, for that sweet loyalty—
It's wrong!"™

“It's the only way."

“Listen. Your mother loves you.
If she knew You loved me, she would
bear anything rather than have you
suffer like this, You say she wouldn't
have told you herself. Why, If my
father—"

Bhe tore her hands from his and
faced him with a cry. “Ah, that Is 1t}
You knew your father so little. He
was never to you what she I8 to me.
Why, I've been all the life she has
bad, I remember when she mended
my dolls, and held me when I had
scarlet fever, and sang me the BOnNg
the trees sung to themselves at night.
I sald my prayers at her knee till 1
Was twelve yoars old, We were nover
apart a day till I went away to school.”

8he paused, breathless,

“Dossn't that prove what 1 say?”
he sald, bending toward her. “She
loves you far better than herself, She
wants your happiness,”

“Could that mean hers? she de
mandad, her bosom heaving, To see
us — always — slwayn! To
be reminded In everything—the lines
of your face—the tones of your volce,
mayba—of that! Oh, you don't know
how women feel—how they remember
~how they grieve! I've gone over all
you can say till my soul cries out, but
it can't change It. It can't!

Vallant felt as though he were bat-
tering with brulsed knuckles at a stons
wall. A helpless anger silmmered in
him, “Suppose,” he said bitterly, “that
your mother one day, perhaps after
long years, learne of your raerifice.
Sha I8 likely to guess In the end, |
think, WIII 1t ndd to her pleasure. do
you fancy, to discover that out of this
conception of fillal Joyalty—for ft's

Ing almlessly through bracken-strewn

depths o dense that even the wild-

romes had not found them. In  her
childiah hurts she had always fled to

the companionship of the trees. She

had known them every one—the hlack- |
gum and pale dogwood and gnarled
hickory, the priekly-balled “button.
wood,” the lowly mulberry and the
majostle red oak and walnut, ']hu"
had #oemed friendly and pitying coun

solors, standing about her with arms
Intertwined. Now, with the rain wenp-

Ing In soughing gusts through thom,

they ofered hor no comfort Bhe pudgd-

denly threw herself fuce down on the
soaked moss

“Oh, God!" she erled. *1 love Wim

withmssed the tournament. She had
hung upon Bhirley's desceription of it,

however, with an excited interesat that

| the other was later (o translste in
the light of her own dlscovery If the
thought had AMitted o her that fate
mlght hold something deeper than
Mendship In Stirley acguaintines
with Valiaot, It had been of thae
Vi gues! His cholee of her s WQuivun
of Deauty had seemed a natural hom
age 1o that swift and unfinching ael
of hers which had saved his life
here wos her mind a more ob
Vious explination of Shirlev's altered
demoeanor. “"Perhunps It's Chills Lusk
he had sald to herself Have they
hnd o foollsh quarrel, | wonder® Ah
well, In her own time she will el
me
. - - - - - -
Fhoro wux s rellof st
overcharged foollngs In the ve I i
comfort of the drenched h {
sucking pull of the wet . i her
boots and the Mt of the d (& an hor
hneks and hair Shis 1} Bt ds
Skin gloves into hor kvt and 14
her arms outstreiched w ot 1l wind
blow through her fhger e mole
ture clung dumy VIt by a hor
halr and rolled Ereatl dropa down
her coat as ghe went
The wildest, mont socluded alk
hmd ulwn I I .
il
:- 1 A ' [}
Anthony's
FInan KW

feeling that her face must betray her [%0! And 1 had only that ong evening
and the cause of her loss of epirits |1t doesn't seem just, If | could only
be guessed [ have him, and suffer some othor 'Auy'!

Her mother., had, In  fact. been | Me's sufforing, too, and it l&n't our
troubled by this, but was far from | fault! We neither of us harmed any
RUueksing the truth, A somewhat long |one!  He iIsn't responsibile for 'n.'u-u
indisposition had followed her first | Bis father A1 —why, he hardly knew
night of Vallant, snd she had not |Bim! Oh. God, why must it be so

hard for un?® Milllons of

tther peaple
‘ love énch othor

und nothing w parates

I them like this!"™
Shirley Fin breoath mnda a e
fog ngalnst the star-eyod o - Rhe
Wan searcely consclous of bhor wet md
f i
Singing i thing nig T womrked
strnnds of Heor hale “hf  was
wrapped (n ber dvsolation thae she 1
lonker Beant 1 of the pers
Varing roin and the waot saw Ehing
the bushos -y B fnow t v hurrk
ep that fell almost wi i
d
the spongy st Bl ri
1p suddenly to pee ¥ aliant In . ’
e was in y FOnmiewl i
YRIRIHE wult of brow ki
th bl ' =
eRiier fisl nnag ] it I Al ¥ | t
WEEME with the wit was
NI
ViROrwise over his brow In an in
wtant he hoaa It 1er I
¢ had ol w her | ht, nnd
w1ood, K at
Irenched and frembling
a | How it ! I||l LA Wit ']
Ty " S
| roughyess that led akin 1o wngar
‘Here (0t} Mtrocloun we
L n! hie [ 1 ! i | )
‘You'ro w L} ugh
[ 1 don't + nd the W
she
I;.\ i drm [ ) [ {s
¥Ith n o gull thr il
f i 1 i :
L A8 wWall an Its roul
I often w

that, I supposs!—you have Epolled
your own lfet"

She wshuddered. “She will never
learn,” she said brokenly, “Oh |
know she would not have epoken, She
would suffer anything for my happi:
neas, But | wouldn't have her bhear
any more for my sake ™

Hie anger fndad suddenly, and when
ho looked at her agein, tears were
burning in his eyves,

‘Shirley!" he sald. “It's my heart,

too, that you are bindlbg on the
wheell 1 love you. 1 want nothing
but you! I'd rather heg my bread

from door to door with your hand
in mine than it on a throne without
you!  What ean there be in life for
ma unless you share 1t? Think of our
love! Think of the fate that brought
mo here fo find you in Virginia!
[hink of our garden—whera 1 thought
we would llve and work and dream,
Hil we were old and gray together,

darling! Don't throw our love AWAY
like thist”

His entreatios left her only whiter,
but unmoved. She shook her head,
goazing at him through great clear
tears that welled over and rolled down
N ats h he sald, “T have no

“1 can't fight,” she . "
strength left.” She put out her hand
as ehe spoke and dropped it with a
little llmp gesture that had In It tired
despalr, finality and hopelossness. It
caught at hia heart more strongly than
any words, He felt a warm gush of
pity and tenderness,

He took her hand gently without
speaking, and pressed It hard against
his lipa. It seemed to him very small
and cold, )

They passed together through the
wet bracken, his strong arm guiding
her over the uneven path, and came
to the open In silence.

“Don't come with me,” she sald
then, and without a backward glance,
went rapldly from him down the shim
mering road.

e

CHAPTER XXXI.

The Evening of an Old Score,

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat!—Major Bristow's
tvory-headed  camphorwood  stick
thumped on the great door of Damory
court. The sound had n tang of Impa-
tlence, for he had used the knocker
more than once without result. Now
he strode to the end of the porch
and ralsed his volece In m stentorian
bellow that brought Uncle Jefferson
shuMing around the path from the
kichens with all the whites of his
eyes showing.

"You dog-gone lazy raseal!” thun
dered the major, “What do yon mean.
suh, by keeplng a gentleman cooling
his heels on the doorstep like a tax:
collector? Where's your master?”

“Fo' de Law{d, Major, Ah aln’' seen

Mars' John sence dis mawnin', Staht
out aftab  breakfas’ en  he nevah
showed up ergln et all. Yo' reck'n

whut de mattah, suh? he added anx

louely. *'Peahs lak sumpln® preyin’
on he mind, Don' seem er bit hese't
lntely.”

“H-m:m!* The major looked thought
ful. “Isn't he well?"

“No, sub. Aln’ et no mor'n er hum:
min-buhd dese las’ few days. Jes'
hangs eroun’ lonesome lak. Don’
Inugh no mo’, don’ sing no mo’., Aln’
play de planny sence do day aftah de
ball. Me en Daph moghtlly pestered
‘bout him."

“Pshaw!” eald the major. “Touch
of spring fever, 1 ranckon, Aunt Daph
feeds him too well. Give him less
fried chicken and more ash-cake and
buttermilk, Make him some juleps.’

The old negro shook his hend
“"Moghty neali use up all dat mint
bald Ah foun'” he eald, “but ain' do

no good. Mnjah, Ah's sho' 'feabed
sumpin’ gwineter happen.”
“Nonsense!™  the muajor sniffed

“What fool ldea's got under your wool
now? Heen seeing Mad  Anthony
agunin, 'l bet a dollar.”

Uncle Juflerson swallowed once or
twice with seeming difficulty ang
turned the gravel with hig toe. “Dat's
80, he sald gloomily. "Ah done Ree |
de old man de yuddah day ‘bout et
Ant'y, he know! He see troubls er
comin' en trouble ergwine, Dat same
night de hossshoe drop offen de
stable do', en dis ve'y mawnin' e
buhd done fly Inter de house. Das
er mlghty bad hoodoo, er mighty buo
hoodoo! ™

“SBhucks!" wald the major. “You're
as loony as old Anthony, with your
inferual signs. [f your Mars’ John's
been out all day I reckon he'll turn
up before long, I'll wait for him a
while”  He started (n, but paused or
the threshold. “Did you way—unh
thut mint was all Bone, Une' Jefler
son ™

(T BE CONTINUED )
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IN “NEWS

EFFICIENCY STYLE”
Lolumne of the Modern Journal Can-

taln, It ls Claimed, the Best of
English Phrasing,

is seldom that a good
rald in academic clreles for
ermed “newsp er Englinh,” menning
terse, trenchant styles in which the
st Journallsts are in the babit of ex
sing themeelves. The Colloge
roalism, however, recognizes ithe
i@ of this style, nnd Prof, F. W
kman, & wellkunown educators,
' |
With all {ta faults [ still bellove in
newsd style s the most efflclant
ktvle of this modern day of presor ting
formation through the written we

na Jeon hamin hee Bt

word s
what s

ol

1o
erad out in

f

WHPW pEr work | |

e Pt P i A |

-l‘“ truth Hoonted *now Kpagm |
II Hsh™ hoe lnfe e Hidelible mark op
the Iteraturs and vEpeeially tho fe
tHon of our timos The most suceaus
ful storles pre thoso told in the fow
#8l words, The old-fnshloneg flowing
:,_::.._I,!d ,\:rh“ h prodaced verbal meiody

recording facts

hava o
thelr charm for ‘ ~

Hoved |"'ll'|1'rn_ “'h‘lﬂ'

agar brnlos are nnx
i ERIOUR 10 b
tal. irh thy

riuther thag Hugar over “fHa
writing." l
Wil Lecture In America,
Celestin | emblon, whose Doy e
1] n
donvor w) prave that ths ‘

. , Pliys
uted to Shnkenpearn W E
laord) Hutinng
try to leetyre

uttrib
written by
"k to thin eoun

un hia thegry e In ]I
Auputy and profomss [
- [ r of ) rinl wre [ 9
™ Little of Himseld
Vagulah
il ]
L |
Ah ¥

Silverware or | ;
ity will loat l;i.ls.i::_hn' the r
your

Come .‘:: b

now foe the holiday,

SALT LARE &Y, UTAn
Makers of q’.ﬂ.lt'

— | '

Fire Escapes,

Wire Work
Ornamental Iron Work :d
Every Descriptio

Crager Wire & Iron Worl

Salt Lake City, Uk

There s an "
-
BT e
MEN AN WOMEXN 10 ltar barbhey

"m. trnde. Excelleut SR utitey

o = tor yous Loply fu

mElou pAIA while f-.%ﬂ.:.l i
required. Uall or write for particulaes
alog, 18 Oommercial $trect,

o sickness.  Ladisy
own homee. THE
. Sauth Tample Sireet, Suis

Oy
s
alt Laky t»‘ll.‘::“ﬂ'a

A Startling Answer,

Mr. Brown had just had & telephons
put In connecting his office and house,
and was much pleased with it

“I tell you, the telephons is a won-
derful thlog, 1 want you to dine wih
me this evening, and | will poty
Mrs. Brown to expect you.” Speaking
through the  telephone: “My friend
Smith will dine with us this evening”
Then to his friend: “Now lsten and
hear how pluin  her reply comes
back.” Mrs, Brown's reply cume back
with startling distinotness,

“Ask your friend Smith If he thinks
we keep a hotel”

Placing the Blame.

A teacher, Instructing he: <lass in
the composition of sentences, wrots
two on the blnckboard, one a mis
statoment of fact, and the other
wrong grammatically. The sentences
were: “The hen has three legs,” and
“Who done it

“"Harry," she sald to one of the
Youngsters, “go to the binckboard and
show where the fault lles jn those two
sentences.”

Harry slowly approached the board,
evidently studyizg hard, Then he took
the crayon and wrote:

“The hen never done It
[

(bod done

A Hint for Sick People.

We ndvise sufferers from catarrh
and chronle diseases to send direet Lo
the Emekay company, box 907z Salt
Lake City, Utah, for self diagoosis
blanks and free medical book. They re
fund money If no benefit yesults. Ady,

When the Minister Was Puzzled,

At a4 marriage service performed
some time ago In a litte ecountry
church in Georgla, when the minister
suld in a solemn tone; “Wiit thou
liave this man to be thy wedded hus
bund?" Instead of the woman answer
ing for herself, n gruff man's volce
answered, I willL"

Agaln the minister looked up sur
prised, not knowing what 1o make of
it, when one of the grovmsmen at the
end of the row sald:

“Sho I8 deaf, | am answering for
her."—Lippincott's.

He Did Not Blame Them.

The now baby had proved itself the
possessor  of  extraordinary lung
power. One day baby's brother, it
tle Johnny, sald to his mother:

“Ma, little brother came from
heaven, didn't he?"

“Yeu, dear,” answerod the mother.

Jolinny was silent for a W sment,
und then he went on:

| ®iuy, ma'

“What s it, Johnny?"

I don't blame thoe angels
Ing him ont, do you?"

for sling

She Had Been Away Before.
A fond husband was seelng L8
off with the children for thelr sus!
mer vacation in the country. As whe
KOt into the train he sald, "My dean
won't you take some flotlon 1o r"'“‘d"_
“Oh, no' she rospondod, """'N: |
shall depend upon your lotters from
|ulHu' '

wife

The Cause,
Little Willle—How did you gel "1_‘:
rod muarks on your nose, Unole Dl
Unele Dal—(Hasses, my bhoy u]-.unll:ﬂ
Little Willle ¢ what, Ui

Qlasses ol
Cle Dul?—Westorn Mall

New Management,

"Thia hotel s under a new
mont’'

Wl

firound.™

Yi hut b gt niarrt

:||.|:Hl(""

[ still noe the old |1¢|'Il|'1"[----

| Lo



